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TAKEN OF A MERMAID

~ STRANGE VISITOR IN WILLAMET TE WATERS
POSES FOR AN OREGONIAN ARTIST

Albina by the ferry, and that you

were waiking along the river. Bup-
pose Fou saw a girl in the water, suppart-
ng hersel?! without apparent effort and
Ombing her golien kalr with a comb of
earl, What would you do?

All T did was to say. “Well, T'll be fim-
digxiod!"—a word that 1 had tnvented for
the axion, o= none olher senmed ap-
srapri Hoses wers blowing in some
i the gardens, but a cold wind was blow-
ing alpo, and this made it secmn more ex-
traondinary than ever that a girl should
stlect the river as a drossing-room. 1 was
not only Jim-diggisd, but fNabber-gasted.

“Anything the matter with my balr?™
somplacently easked the girl, as ahe ob-
s=rved my Invaluntary stare,

S'L'PI'OSE that you had just crossed o

anEwered

il wmas

drown |

first boatman

the water

with the =ir of one seoking news of &
schoolmate.

“Quite a long tme now.” awweorsd the
giri. "1 have besn in Callifoprmia waters
for sevora] yeamm, and the old mean spends
most of hiv time In t Mediterranean

*“What do you mean,” [ guestiohed, “by
maying you have besm ‘ia Californis wa.
tecx'? ] haven't heem mmuch in Californis
wrters mymell, but a good many qQua™a
of California waters have been In me—I
drink “em Tor my health ™

Why" amawersd the girl, “where
thotld s mermald be, if not In the wa-
ter?™

A mermald! There wers syen more mico
iz her attie than I had thought

“Bure.” I managed to say, “wure the
water is the pince for mermaldn.
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wrigsied farther the
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erimald.
learning about
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All 1 could remembser
mermulds was that they
ha'r, sea-greon eyes and end-
n ot =kin-firting skirt of
Thi=s creature snswered the de-
an o & "L
moermalds don't live in rivera™ I
objected, afler n momsnt's thought
'm Just a wvisit"™ creature
plied. “I thought I might find & lorelsd
thae me{te ™
“The Willamette 45 en-
¢

tirely too pl f ny such Pk, nnd,
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“Never.™

belleve my eyes |

wouldn't

ings-tn as Your

boaldos

any

sizmd for

suth

loreled |

would be gullty of. We have police in all
the river towna*

“Detgr me, 1 had no }ea Mims Lovsiod
whz & gl of that kind" said Elma—
that wus ber name, she told me—afler BL
Ema. *] must get back to the sea™

By this time 1 was convinced that Eima
was 4 reaily truly mermald It seémed
strange, but I had to belleve it Ehips
wore bhelng loaded and unlosded st the
docks: the matter-of-fact clty was golng
sbout 1ty business: and hers was & met.
mald within s limis. Soch an op-
portunity might naver come again. ““Wait
s moment, Emma” 1 crisd, snd rem for
the nenres! teispbome. I mang up The
Oregonian office, and In & few seconds
Lute Posss was ou his way to the ferry
with & rareera. We would Bavs the frst

=g

photograph ever taken of & mermald!

On the way back I butted Into an old
bostman. “Heve you been talking to my
mermadd T he asked

“Your mermald!” ] excialmaed.

“You haven't got one &8 well" he cried
In a Glsappolnted tone,

“I left one =itting on the whar!™
1 replied

“Oh, that's mind™ sald the hoastman,
evidently relleved. “How mouch 4o you
think the Ringlings will give for ber?™

The callous old man spoke as a can-
nfbal might ig bariering a mimionary for
shejls

“"What have you got to do with her,
anyway™ I asked him

“Well” sald be *1 waa waiching the

THE GROWTH OF AMERICA’S PEARL-FISHING INDUSTRY
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Anding & ready market In New York
City and In European pentery.
Experimenis aTe oy Qﬂn{ made In this
ths curtous

The Chiness have long practiced a queer
mothod of gently opeting a live mussel.
placing a
flance in the viecera and then feeding
the mussel and keseping it healthy until
the pear! develope In the effort of ns-
ture to render the speck harmiess, the
musse] deposite a sallvaliks substancs
t hardess and grows, and thus ths
| forma The pearl which grows

the shight wound or feritation
keape ot lncreasing In eise for severul
years. The Jifficuity ls to know what
sort of food to give the mumsel In order
to prodoce the moat brillant *“Orientsl™
hues.

The American experiments
these Hnes, and If they are successiul the
pear] divers of tropical waters will be
put out of busineds. They will not be
able Lo compete with the artificlal prod-
ect, and the shark will know Lhem mo
potis B

are along

day speck of some bard sub- |

Mathioma pulling snags up the river. One
of them had & lot of thick rools and
branches, and as it cams to the top |
saw some ons caught botwean two shoots
First, 1 thought It was a dead body, but
It moved, and then I didn't know what
the whatyoucsalilt the thing could b The
men on the Mathloma thought It was tha
devil and one waus going to hoave & stick
of wood mt It when I hollered.” T took
the thing off in my boal and then 1 saw
‘twas & metmald. My grandfather used to
tefl me= he anw loteg of them In the Sauth
Bea Islangs when ho was a sallor, and 1
recognized the jooks of it. 1 brought her
down here, and I'm going to keep her In
A pond until I can sall har. I have to go
home now and fix things with my wife”
And off the old man trotted. A Bit wob-
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bly on hin fest he was, too, having, 1
thought, been celuvbrating his capture in
the Rabbdt saloon.

“If you don't belleve me.” the old chap
shouted back over his shoulder, *“thare
was a feller on the bank what took a
snapshot of the snag and me in my boal
He's golng to send It to The Oregonisn”

"Well" thought 1, "we'll have ons pho-
tograph, anyway, even If Elma has
skipped.” But she was there when I got
back, and singing—as mermalds are sup-
posed to be always doing.

How fine to be & mermaid,

*Tie oaly a mermalid kpows—
Te gc to all the dances
And Bave no one tread on your toesl

“Are you not afrald of eatching coid and
spolling your volce? 1 aaked.

“l can't get wet feet, you know," sald
Eima

“Or cold feet, elthar(”

*“Omly when Neptune ealls us down™

“And even he cun't make you tre the
ine.”

“Well" sald Eimsa
bother with skirts, anyway." !

“That's true” said I, and then 1 asked
Ema if she would pose for a photograph

“T've bad lots of drawings made ™ she
replied, “but T stmply d¥ing to be phota-
graphed. I'll put & copy In my grotto,
and the others will be as Jealous as can
be.”

“Here comes the artist.” said I as Mr
Poase hove In sight But the artist. hav-
iog cnught sight of Elma stopped and
beckoned to me. When I reached his sid
he took me by the arm. ““Weo'll have
be careful”™ he sald.

“Careful of what™ sald L

“Why." sald he, “have you forgotten
that this is lonp your™

“rhat's ali right” I sssyred Bim
“Eima's & mérmald.”

“Yea," he assented, “Dut she may think

“I don't have to

a webioot o closely eoough reiated.™

“All right,"
married ™

On this condition the artist approached
with his camera, and Eima posed grace-
fully.

“What a pity!" whispersd
siruck with adminatios of Elmx's splen-
did sppear from the walst up, “What
A pity she's a fiah." “And vet.,” he added,
“they say It's a divinity that shapes oup
ends."

Several pholographs baving been taken

safd I, "T'Il tel]l her you're

the artist,
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the camera was stowed away, and the ar-
tist began to engage Elma in animated
coaversation. “Don't forget,” 1 mor
mured, “that it's leap year."”

“This is purely an artistic
tion," be responded. “It's not every day
I get the chance of studying such a fine
model."

it wasn't long unil! 1 beaand Elms aak
the artist in a very autible tone ““How
many did you say was company?™

'm/'u protty nice trestment frum &
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mermald that I had discovered myselt
HA * I i, with some bittérnean

d if Portiand waa such
that mermalds might
into desp-ada eiope-
resched the ferry
a polics commis-

town
nrtists
into
“] wmant show you something that
bit fshy." sald L
T rnmisstoner camo along.
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IOOKs A

e said 1

The artist appeared to be skotching. but
¢t his papsr was bimnk, and
there was a wet mark on his shoul-

I noticed
that
der.
“What sre you doing here, madam, may
the cor i
into the river.
to the artis:, *“‘that
lobsters are not confined to the watsr.'
The Willamette closed over her hend,
and we could just dlscern the gleam of

1 ask ™" esaid T
Elma d
I ¥

T see™ ahe sald

her hair as It trafled out behind her like
nshine on the water.

photograph is all we have to res

niy mermald that ever visited

The artist has a comb of pear],

bha says, was given him by Elma,
ik be bought It In a store.

for the boetman he celehrated o

much that Be gnt the jim-jams and to

this day he's not quite sure whether be

ever suw o mermaid or not.
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